
Page 1 т Tell me about the time and place you were born 
 

I was born on Tuesday 6th March 1951 at Westwood Hospital, Beverley, 
East Yorkshire. I lived for my first six months ċƣШ]ƖċŰĬůċќƚШőŸƨƚĲШт 15 The 
Causeway, Beverley. I think my dad must have been there a while and 
then gone back to live and work in Dukinfield. Mother and I then moved to 
Dukinfield in our house near to the family fish and chip shop where my 
dad worked, initially with one of his sisters. 

§ƓƓŸƚŔƣĲШŔƚШċШĦŸƓǃШŸŉШƣőĲШŉŔƖƚƣШƓċŊĲШŸŉШůǃШљ7ċĤǃќƚШÅĲĦŸƖĬњШ7ŸŸťЮШfШċƚƚƨůĲШ
that the writing on this page ŔƚШůǃШůŸƣőĲƖќƚЮШ 

A subsequent page in the book records my weight at birth as 7lb 5½oz 
rising to 27lb 12oz at 12 months old. 

Other landmarks recorded in the book were First Tooth: 30th September 
ċŰĬШ[ŔƖƚƣШìŸƖĬаШљĬċĬШт Ĭċњ also in September. 

Both my dad and mum came from large families. My favourite auntie of 
ƣőĲШƣĲŰШfШőċĬШƽċƚШ ƨŰƣŔĲШsŸǃĦĲШƽőŸШƽċƚШůċƖƖŔĲĬШƣŸШůǃШůƨůќƚШĤƖŸƣőĲƖЯШ
George, and lived in Louth. 

 

  



 

  



Page 2 т What are your earliest Memories 
 

At 6 months old mother and I moved from back ]ƖċŰĬůċќƚШƣŸШ?ƨťŔŰŉŔĲũĬШ
where we were in a terraced house until I was about 3 or 4 and then we 
moved into the fish and chip shop to live. Whilst we were in the house I 
remember the tin bath and my Dad getting a bath in front of the fire.  

Not sure of the age but I remember at infant school being in the hall and 
ũŔƚƣĲŰŔŰŊШƣŸШљ~ŸƻĲůĲŰƣШƣŸШ~ƨƚŔĦњШlive on the radio. We had to pretend to 
be animals. I remember the junior school and the garden outside the 
classroom.  

I remember when Grandma came to stay with us at the chip shop whilst 
mother went into hospital and came back with my sister Susan in 
December 1955 т I was four and a half then.  

I can remember being at cubs and racing across the room during a game. 
When I put my hand out to stop myself it went through the window in the 
partition and blood poured out. They put iodine on it to clean it т ouch!  

We moved from the chip shop at Dukinfield when I was nine. 

I remember finding out later that mother had given away my large wooden 
box of Meccano and an authentic African shield that I had. I suppose 
space was tight but it was disappointing for quite some time. 

We went to live at ŊƖċŰĬůċќƚШhouse in Beverley temporarily. I remember 
ƣőċƣШůǃШĬċĬШĬŔĬШũŸŸťШŉŸƖШƽŸƖťШċƣШ7ĲƻĲƖũĲǃШĤƨƣШĬŔĬŰќƣШŉŔŰĬШċШŢŸĤЮШHow things 
happen by chance. For me, my family and others, life would have been 
completely different if ƽĲќĬШƚƣċǃĲĬШand lived in Beverley.  

We were at Beverley for a year. I had to walk a long way across town to 
school which was a boys only school. There we had to use nib pens and 
ink from ink wells ƽőŔĦőШfШőċĬŰќƣШƨƚĲĬШĤĲŉŸƖĲШċŰĬШĦŸƨũĬŰќƣШŊĲƣШƣőĲШőċŰŊШŸŉЮШ
fШĬŔĬŰќƣШťŰŸƽШċŰǃŸŰĲ there т fШĬŔĬŰќƣШũŔťĲШŔƣЮ 

§ŰĲШљƨƚĲŉƨũњШƣőŔŰŊШŉƖŸůШƣőċƣШƚĦőŸŸũШőċƚШƚƣƨĦťШŔŰШůǃШůĲůŸƖǃ even now. 
An Acronym for the main rivers of the Yorkshire Dales from the north to 
the south! SUNWAC т Swale, Ure, Nidd, Wharfe, Aire and Calder. 



 
 
Proud Parents т Me, 8 months old, 
with mum and dad. 

 
Me, posing, at 15 months. 

 
Me and sister Susan. 

 
This is me on Grandma 
sŸőŰƚŸŰќƚШŉƖŸŰƣШũċƽŰШƽŔƣőШůǃШ
ĬċĬќƚШƣĲŰƣШƣőċƣШőĲШƨƚĲĬШƣŸШŊŸШ
camping in.  
 

 
  



Page 3 т fќĬШũŔťĲШƣŸШťŰŸƽШċĤŸƨƣШǃŸƨƖШƓarents вШŰċůĲƚШċŰĬШƚċƣĲƚШŸŉШ
birth and tell me some stories about them 
 

My dad was Harry Etchells, born 4th November 1907. My mother was 
Margery Johnson, born 30th July 1917. They were married on the 2nd April 
1950. 

My ĬċĬШŔƚШƚőŸƽŰШŸŰШůǃШĤŔƖƣőШĦĲƖƣŔŉŔĦċƣĲШċƚШљ~ċƚƣĲƖШ[ŔƚőШ[ƖǃĲƖњЮШcĲШƽċƚШ
married to my mum at the age of 43, she was 33. He seems to have reset 
and started a new life from then onwards as I know nothing prior to then. 

Only after he died did an older cousin tell me about him taking her to art 
galleries and music concerts in Manchester. I knew he used to watch Art 
programs on TV and was good at playing the tenor horn. He never 
mentioned his earlier life and experiences вШċŰĬШfШŰĲƻĲƖШƣőŸƨŊőƣШƣŸШċƚťЮ 

Both mum and dad were proud members of the Salvation Army and I 
expect ƣőċƣќƚШƽőĲƖĲШfШŊĲƣШůǃШũŔŉĲШprinciples and ethics from. 

My dad and I went to Skegness in 1960 from Beverley for him to find work. 
Mum and Susan came to join us in Skegness once he found a job and a 
house. He later worked until he retired in the booking office at Butlins 
Holiday Camp, Skegness. His job was to allocate the bookings of 
between ten and twelve thousand people arriving each week to their 
holiday chalets. No computers then, he did it all in a large paper ledger 
book by hand т one book for each week.   

Prior to marrying, my Mother had been in service and also worked in a 
laundry. She worked in a munitions factory in the war and was also a Fire 
Warden in the evenings in Beverley. Often she was too scared to go out at 
night on her own so her dad, my grandad, used to go out with her.  

Although my dad had the job at Butlins and my mum worked part-time 
cleaning I know that there was never much spare money. We used to go 
for our őŸũŔĬċǃƚШŸŰШƣőĲШƣƖċŔŰШƣŸШ]ƖċŰĬůċќƚЮШ 

fШĦċŰШƖĲůĲůĤĲƖШŸŰШ[ƖŔĬċǃƚШůƨůШƽŸƨũĬШĤƨǃШċШƓŸƖƣŔŸŰШŸŉШŉŔƚőШŉŸƖШĬċĬќƚШtea 
and the rest of us would have fishfingers. No complaints, just a fact. 



 
 

~ƨůШċŰĬШ?ċĬќƚШìĲĬĬŔŰŊ,  
2nd April 1950 

 
 

Mum on her 21st Birthday, 
30th July 1938. 

 

 
 

Dad with his tent, 1939. 
Although he had a disability walking 
ŔƣШĬŔĬŰќƣШƚƣŸƓШőŔůШƖŸċůŔŰŊШƣőĲШ
Pennines above Manchester. 

Later, until he retired at 65, he used 
to bike 3 miles each way to work at 

Butlins, Skegness.  
 

 
 
Mum and dad at Crich Tramway 

Museum, August 1985 

 
  



Page 4 т Tell me about your ~ŸƣőĲƖќƚШŉċůŔũǃ 
 

ìĲШƨƚĲĬШƣŸШŊŸШƣŸШ]ƖċŰĬůċШċŰĬШ]ƖċŰĬċĬШsŸőŰƚŸŰќƚШin Beverley for our 
holidays. ìőŔũƚƣШƣőĲƖĲШƽĲќĬШŊŸШŸŰШċШĦŸċĦőШŸƨƣŔŰŊ ŸŰШ9őĲƖƖǃќƚШ9ŸċĦőĲƚ 
one day from the marketplace to the seaside, either Hornsea or 
Bridlington. We also went to stay at Christmas, remembering of course, 
ƣŸШƣĲũũШÉċŰƣċШƽőĲƖĲШƽĲќĬШĤĲЮ  

I can remember being there over the Easter holidays. We would hard-boil 
ƚŸůĲШĲŊŊƚШċŰĬШƽőĲŰШƣőĲǃќĬШĦŸŸũĲĬШƽĲШƽŸƨũĬШƓċŔŰƣШƣőĲůЮШìĲќĬШƣőĲŰШƽċũťШ
to Westwood on the outskirts of town and roll our eggs down the hills.  

Photo 1 is Grandma ċŰĬШ]ƖċŰĬċĬќƚШ50th Wedding anniversary. The mayor 
of Beverley was coming and Grandma made Grandad put a collar and tie 
on. He refused to roll his sleeves down though or to put his jacket on. He 
looked ƻĲƖǃШƚƣĲƖŰШĤƨƣШőĲќĬШgive a little smile and wink now and then.  

]ƖċŰĬċĬШċũƽċǃƚШƨƚĲĬШƣŸШĤĲШƚĲƖƻĲĬШŉŔƖƚƣШċƣШÉƨŰĬċǃШĬŔŰŰĲƖЮШcĲќĬШőċƻĲШċШ
large plate-ƚŔǍĲĬШòŸƖťƚőŔƖĲШƓƨĬĬŔŰŊШƽŔƣőШŊƖċƻǃЮШ§ŰĦĲШőĲќĬШĲċƣĲŰШƣőċƣШƣőĲŰШ
ƽĲќĬШall be served our dinners, with 2 or 3 three normal sized Yorkshires. 

Grandma was just lovely and we got on well. She did leave me a surprise 
when I started investigating the family tree. She had lived with her 
grandparents from a baby and had always, when asked, given their 
surname as her own. ÑőŔƚШƽċƚŰќƣШƣőĲШĦċƚĲШċŰĬШI was able to trace her birth 
mother who had later started a new family a few miles away without her. 
It was also a surprise to find that one of her half-sisters was a witness at 
her wedding. We never knew of this other family during her lifetime. 

I can remember on one occasion Grandma told Grandad to take me with 
him to the Cattle Market where he used to go to meet his friends. He did 
take me but told me to љstand ƣőĲƖĲњШand look at the pigs while he went 
off to meet his friends. I went with him one day to his allotment. Grandad 
kept a pig in a shed at the bottom of the garden.  

My mum had two brothers, Charles and George and three sisters, 
Dorothy, Eva, and Bessie. Charles had died before I was born. Auntie 
Bessie lived at home with Grandma. 



 
 
]ƖċŰĬůċШċŰĬШ]ƖċŰĬċĬќƚШ50th 
Wedding Anniversary, 3 March 1974 

 
 
Grandad at his allotment. 

 
 
Grandma and Grandad with their 
children, 8 March 1964. 
L -> R Margery (mum), Bessie, 
George, Grandma, Grandad, Eva 
and Dorothy. 

 
 
Grandma with her 
grandchildren, 8 March 1964. 
L -> R Shirley, Grandma, 
Dorothy, Me, David, Lynne and 
Susan 

 
  



Page 5 т Tell me about your [ċƣőĲƖќƚШŉċůŔũǃ 
 

My paternal Grandad died before I was born, he was a coal miner. I 
ƖĲůĲůĤĲƖШƻŔƚŔƣŔŰŊШ]ƖċŰĬůċќƚШőŸƨƚĲ. I remember Grandma from photos 
ƣőċƣШfШőċƻĲШĤƨƣШfШĦċŰќƣШƖĲůĲůĤĲƖШever talking to her. Grandma died when I 
was seven. I know we used to visit her on Tuesdays when the Chip Shop 
was closed, it was a long walk.  

I remember visiting on one occasion and there were neighbours in the 
house. They had come round to see the television that Auntie Gladys, one 
ŸŉШůǃШĬċĬќƚШƚŔƚƣĲƖƚЯШőċĬШŢƨƚƣШĤŸƨŊőƣЮШfƣШƽċƚ black and white of course and 
about twelve inches across and quite a novelty. Auntie Gladys was a 
supervisor at Woolworths т quite an achievement at that time.  

My dad had seven sisters, Ada, Florrie, Margaret, Betty, Caroline, Hilda 
and Gladys, or so I was told, which gave me six aunties of varying 
fondness т I never remember meeting Ada, the oldest. Auntie Margaret 
told me that my dad had won a scholarship to the local high school but 
]ƖċŰĬůċШƽŸƨũĬŰќƣШũĲƣШőŔůШŊŸШċƚШŔƣШƽŸƨũĬШőċƻĲШĤĲĲŰШƨŰŉċŔƖШƣŸШƣőĲШƖĲƚƣШŸŉШ
the children.  

As I started to delve into the family history I found that there had been 
more children in the family. A baby boy died at 1 day old six years before 
my dad was born, a sister who died at age 17 when dad was age 9, and a 
twin boy to Gladys who died at 25 days old. None of these people were 
ever mentioned.  

~ǃШĬċĬќƚШƚŔƚƣĲƖƚШċŰĬШŉċůŔũŔĲƚШƽĲƖĲШwidespread ċŰĬШƽĲШĬŔĬŰќƣШƚĲĲШƣőĲůШ
very often. ìĲШĬŔĬШƻŔƚŔƣШ ƨŰƣŔĲШ~ċƖŊċƖĲƣШċŰĬШÖŰĦũĲШsŔůШŰŸƽШċŰĬШƣőĲŰЮШfќůШ
not sure how we got there, probably by bus. They lived at Asterby, 
between Louth and Horncastle, in quite a remote house. It had its own 
electricity generator in the garage and if you switched on too many things 
it would stop altogether and everything would stop working. They also 
hand-pumped their water up from a well into a tank in the roof.   

  



 
 
Grandma Etchells with mum, dad 
and me in her back garden. 

 
 
Grandma Etchells and me.  
 

 
 
Ramsey 1936 т L -> R, dad, Auntie 
Carrie, Grandma Etchells т not 
sure of the other three. 
 

 
 
Me, Auntie Betty, Susan and 
Auntie Gladys at Skegness т 
1960? 

 
  



Page 6 т Family tree 
 

fƣќƚШĤĲĲŰШĬŔŉŉŔĦƨũƣШƖĲƚƣƖŔĦƣŔŰŊШƣőĲШ[ċůŔũǃШÑƖĲĲШƣŸШůċťĲШŔƣШũĲŊŔĤũĲШŸŰШŸŰĲШ
page. The remit of the book was for me to give answers to various 
questions about meЮШÑőŔƚШfќƻĲШƣƖŔĲĬШƣŸШĬŸ and show in the Family Tree. 

The result is that the family tree is missing both 9őƖŔƚќШċŰĬШ ŰŊĲũċќƚШ
parents and siblings. Grandma and I have enjoyed meeting people in this 
extended family; maybe they too will have chance to tell their story. 

Our combined family tree started to come together when Grandma and I 
got together and fШĤĲĦċůĲШÂċƨũќƚШƚƣĲƓĬċĬШŔŰШΝΦΥΠЮШ]ƖċŰĬůċШċŰĬШÂċƨũШ
came to stay with myself and Robert for a few days over the Easter 
Holiday that year and never went home! A little while later we both sold 
our individual houses and bought a house together in Lumley Crescent, 
Skegness. 

Paul and Angela lived in Skegness for a while and they were living in 
Chesterfield when our first granddaughter Natalie was born. We were 
delighted to become grandparents and to be part of an extended family.  

Robert and Abby had our grandson Charlie and our family tree extended 
further when Chris and Angela gave us grandson Ethan.  

Granddaughter Ruby and Grandson Keir were welcomed a little later.  

We have thoroughly enjoyed being grandparents and being with all our 
grandchildren. We were pleased that our grandchildren came along 
whilst we had the energy to enjoy being with them. Grandchildren give 
you a new sparkle to life. Grandparents are not parents and children 
seem to recognise that.  

Recently Robert has married Zowie and we have adopted one of her 
children, Delphi, as a granddaughter along with great-granddaughters 
Primrose and Blossom. This has reignited our grandparent status 
although we are now much older and not as agile as we were. 

  



Family tree 

  



Page 7 т Interesting information about other people in family 
 

This is a difficult question due to how our family has evolved т ůċǃĤĲШfќũũШ
pick off a few names from the Family Tree. 

ìĲќũũШƚƣċƖƣШƽŔƣőШ]ƖċŰĬůċЮШWe met when we were in our thirties. Grandma 
was quite sporty then, she was in a ladies Squash Team at Skegness. 
From what I understand she was quite good at it ċũƣőŸƨŊőШƚőĲќĬШŰĲƻĲƖШ
admit it. Grandma has always been good at puzzles and still is. Some 
time after we got together she passed the membership test and joined 
Mensa. She was pleased with this achievement, as we all were. She even 
bought a Mensa tee-shirt! (She never spends money on frivolities) 

Christopher т I first met Chris when I was installing a radiator at your 
house. Over the years that ƽĲќƻĲШťŰŸƽŰШĲċĦőШŸƣőĲƖШfќƻĲШċĬůŔƖĲĬШőŔƚШ
sense of adventure in the business world where he thrives on enthusiasm 
and the challenges placed before him. He runs full on into every task and 
achieves the best result. Some ĬŔƚĦƨƚƚŔŸŰƚШƽĲќƻĲШőċĬШċĤŸƨƣШőŔƚШĤƨƚŔŰĲƚƚШ
activities ƓƖŸƻĲĬШљŔŰƣĲƖĲƚƣŔŰŊњШŔŰШƣőċƣШőĲШƽċƚШoften willing to sell a service 
ƣőċƣШőċĬŰќƣШyet been developed but would make a lot of money once it 
had. fќůШƓũĲċƚĲĬШƣŸШaccept him as a son. 

Paul т ƚŔŰĦĲШfќƻĲШťŰŸƽŰШÂċƨũШőĲќƚШċũƽċǃƚШĦőċũũĲŰŊĲd life and lived it to the 
full . We started out together programming a ZX81 computer, typing from 
a magazine, and through the years he was at home we sorted many 
challenges together. Paul was/is always a dreamer, trying to achieve the 
balance between hard work and enjoyment т maybe not quite achieving 
that. cĲќƚШċĦőŔĲƻĲĬШċШũŸƣШŔŰШũŔŉĲЯШőĲќƚШƚƣŔũũШƚƣƖŔƻŔŰŊШŉŸƖШƣőċƣШĲũƨƚŔƻĲШŊŸċũЮШ 

Angela т although we had met previously we got to know each other when 
she found herself and Natalie by themselves. She has become the 
daughter I never had and has made me proud. She is tenacious. In more 
recent years she has proved to herself that she can succeed at anything 
she tackles. She ran the School Parents Group, learnt and taught herself 
to be an excellent cake baker and then invented and ran a business to sell 
them. TőĲƖĲќƚШmuch more in the list of things she can do.   



Page 8 т more info about the family for future generations 
 

I think this page might be better tackled by you. What do you remember 
about your interactions with other members of the family? What were 
your favourite things? 

I use www.ancestry.co.uk/ to research my family, there are others 
resources online too such as www.freebmd.org.uk/ which provides free 
searches for births, marriages and deaths. Copies of certificates for these 
events can be obtained from the General Register Office www.gro.gov.uk/ 

You may find some surprises like I did. 

 

 

  

http://www.ancestry.co.uk/
http://www.freebmd.org.uk/
http://www.gro.gov.uk/


Page 9 т Places I lived as a child 
 

My birth certificate shows me as having been born in Beverley at 
]ƖċŰĬůċШsŸőŰƚŸŰќƚШcŸƨƚĲЮШIt also records my Dad as being a Master Fish 
[ƖǃĲƖШċŰĬШƚŸШůǃШƓċƖĲŰƣƚШůƨƚƣШőċƻĲШċũƖĲċĬǃШĤĲĲŰШũŔƻŔŰŊШŔŰШ?ƨťŔŰŉŔĲũĬЮШfќůШ
told that I moved to Dukinfield when I was 6 months old. Presumably 
Mother stayed at ]ƖċŰĬůċќƚШŉŸƖШċШƽőŔũĲШafter having me.  

I can remember living in two places in Dukinfield. Firstly a terraced house 
in Victoria Road and then later at the Fish and Chip Shop in Kings Street. I 
can remember, in the terraced house we would get bathed in a tin bath in 
front of the fire in the living room. fќůШŰŸƣШƚƨƖĲШƽőĲƖĲШƣőĲШƣŸŔũĲƣШƽċƚгШIn 
King Street we did have a internal bathroom and toilet but no such thing 
as central heating and so we had a paraffin heater in the bathroom 
whenever we wanted to have a bath. Oh, no such thing as showers either. 

When I was about nine we moved out of the Fish and Chip Shop. Much 
later, after my Dad had died, I found out that there was a family 
disagreement on its ownership after his sister, Ada, died. ÑőĲǃќĬШŸƽŰĲĬШŔƣШ
together but apparently nothing was written down on the terms and how it 
was split. We moved temporarily to stay with Grandma Johnson in The 
Causeway, Beverley. §ƓƓŸƚŔƣĲШ]ƖċŰĬůċќƚШőŸƨƚĲШċƣШƣőĲШƣŔůĲШƽċƚШċŰШŸũĬШ
tennis court, part of a larger estate I think, where I used to play and take 
my dog lassie for a walk. 

My Dad eventually found a job in Skegness and we all moved into 60 
Alexandra Road in the summer of 1960. I lived at this house until I got 
married and moved to Peterborough with my work. I used to walk to 
school across Skegness, firstly to Junior School and then to the Grammar 
School. Skegness was a great place to live as a child and I would meet up 
on my bike with friends from school and ride around the seafront. 
§ĦĦċƚŔŸŰċũũǃШfќĬШĤŔťĲШƣŸШċШŉƖŔĲŰĬќƚШőŸƨƚĲШċƣШ[ƖŔƚťŰĲǃШċĤŸƨƣШĲŔŊőƣШůŔũĲƚШ
away. 

 



Pics 

 
fШĬŸŰќƣШťŰŸƽШŔŉШůǃШůĲůŸƖǃШŔƚШ
correct but I think it was 6 Victoria 
Road, Dukinfield where I lived. 
ÑőċƣќƚШƣőĲШĦĲŰƣƖĲШőŸƨƚĲШŔŰШƣőĲШ
picture. 

 
Although there is a Fish and Chip 
Shop on King Street Dukinfield 
now our house/Fish and Chip 
Shop was the part-white house to 
the right. Number 415. 

 
15 The Causeway, Beverley т 
]ƖċŰĬůċШċŰĬШ]ƖċŰĬċĬШsŸőŰƚŸŰќƚШ
house. The front was lawn with a 
hedge around it and there was an 
outhouse at the rear where 
grandad kept a pig. 
A council house, they rented it 
from new and lived there until they 
died. We used to go there for 
holidays, as well as our temporary 
stay after leaving Dukinfield 

 
60 Alexandra Road, Skegness is 
the house to the left of the 
passage. There was a long garden 
to the rear with a large shed as 
well as an outside toilet. We did 
have a bathroom and toilet inside 
but again no central heating. I can 
ƚƣŔũũШƖĲůĲůĤĲƖШůǃШĬċĬќƚШĬĲũŔŊőƣШ
when he had a gas fire installed in 
the living room. He no longer had 
to make a fire each morning. We 
were near to open fields where I 
used to play. 

  



Page 10 т Favourite childhood toys and games 
 

One of my early memories of playing with my Dad was when he drew 
some roads on a large piece of brown paper and we drove my model cars 
around it. I remember I had an ambulance. I ƚƨƓƓŸƚĲШfќĬШĤĲШċĤŸƨƣШƚĲƻĲŰШ
or eight. We were in the Chip Shop then. 

I was very lucky to be given a helicopter for my birthday т not quite like 
modern day radio controlled ones. It was battery driven and was fastened 
on one end of a horizontal stick supported in the middle on a pole. When 
you turned the battery power on it lifted up and went round in a circle on 
the end of the pole. This was the height of technology of the day. 

Later I had a collection of model cars, as boys do, and went round with 
some of them to play with a friend who lived a few houses away.  

I enjoyed playing with a large collection of random Meccano whilst in the 
9őŔƓШÉőŸƓЮШfШĬŸŰќƣШĲƻĲƖШƖĲůĲůĤĲƖШŊĲƣƣŔŰŊШċШŰĲƽШĤŸǂШŸŉШŔƣЮШfШƣőŔŰťШŔƣШƽċƚШ
handed down from older cousins. ÉċĬũǃЯШŔƣШĬŔĬŰќƣШůċťĲШƣőĲШůŸƻĲШƣŸШ
Beverley.  

I enjoyed being out more than playing inside games. Behind the Chip 
Shop was a field which bordered on the railway. My friend and I often 
ƨƚĲĬШƣŸШĤĲШƣőĲƖĲЮШfƣШƽċƚŰќƣШƣőĲШƚċŉĲƚƣШƓũċĦĲгШÑőĲƖĲШƽĲƖĲШŸũĬШůŔŰĲШƚőċŉƣƚШ
covered only by sleepers and I once tripped and fell with my arm landing 
on a broken bottle. I remember going to the nearest house to ask if they 
could stop the blood spurting out. We also got a surprise one day when 
my mate and I were sat in a rail wagon eating some bananas that had 
been left inside when it started to move off. It went a fair way before we 
dare jump out and we had to find our way home. 

I always enjoyed making things, from model plastic aeroplanes (fairly 
basic then) to woodworking in the shed when in Skegness. I started my 
tool collection about age 14 by buying from a home catalogue and paying 
weekly from my earnings as a shop delivery boy. 

fќůШƚƣŔũũШůċťŔŰŊШa model SRN1 Hovercraft that I started many years ago. 
cŸƓĲŉƨũũǃШŔƣќũũШĤĲШŉŔŰŔƚőĲĬШŸŰĲШĬċǃЮ  



Pics 

 
Hovercraft т basic shape cut from 
Styrofoam with balsa deck 
supports in place. 
 
Everything is built from scratch 
with new techniques needing to 
be learnt and often custom tools 
made to complete the tasks.  

 
Showing outer skin, the engine 
and fan tower and also where 
lifting air escapes to lift the 
hovercraft. 

 
Prototype for the rudder 
mechanism with 3D printed parts. 
More 3D parts to the right -> , the 
CAD software is difficult for me.  

 
Central Hub with slots and eleven 
blades plus an edging strip. These 
blades spin the air prior to the fan 
blowing it down for lift.  

  



Page 11- Pets 
 

fШĦċŰќƣШƖĲůĲůĤĲƖШƽőĲŰШŸƖШőŸƽШƚőĲШċƖƖŔƻĲĬШĤƨƣШůǃШŉŔƖƚƣШƓĲƣШƽċƚШċШĬŸŊШ
called Lassie. As you can see from the first photo with me sitting next to 
her, fШƽċƚШƻĲƖǃШƓƖŸƨĬШŸŉШůǃШĬŸŊЮШfШĦċŰШƚċǃШљůŔŰĲњШċƣШƣőċƣШƚƣċŊĲШċƚШÉƨƚċŰШ
had not yet come along. The picture is taken in the passage alongside the 
Chip Shop. It looks like I have my work overalls on even then. 

Although Lassie was only a small dog she looked after us well. I can 
remember mum putting Susan outside the front of the Chip Shop in her 
pram. Lassie was on guard and no-one would be allowed to approach to 
have a look т even if they had a big dog with them. She could look and 
sound very fierce.  

The picture of Lassie with me on the wall was taken at Beverley. We 
walked up to the River Hull one day to watch a newly made ship being 
launched from Beverly Shipyard.  

xċƚƚŔĲШĦċůĲШƽŔƣőШƨƚШƣŸШ]ƖċŰĬůċќƚШƽőĲŰШƽĲШůŸƻĲĬШƣŸШ7ĲƻĲƖũĲǃ. I can 
remember walking her one day when another dog came along and started 
a fight. I tried to separate them and ended up with a bite to my arm. It was 
ĤũĲĲĬŔŰŊШƕƨŔƣĲШċШũŸƣШċŰĬШfШĬŔĬŰќƣШƽċŰƣШƣŸШůċťĲШċШŉƨƚƚШĤƨƣШÉƨƚċŰШƚċƽШŔƣШċŰĬШ
told mum and I had to go to hospital and get an anti-tetanus injection and 
have it cleaned and bandaged.  

When I was older and living in Skegness I kept Guinea Pigs. The photo 
shows me with some of them (and me with hair!). I think I would have 
been about 15 yrs. old then. I had quite a lot of different sorts. Abyssinian 
had rosette coats and Dutch were half coloured half white. My oldest 
male was all white albino with pink eyes and called Oink! I used to sell 
surplus ones for one shilling and threepence each т just over 6p in 
ƣŸĬċǃќƚ money. I used to collect spare vegetables, cabbage leaves, etc. 
from local greengrocers to feed them as well as collecting grass, weeds, 
etc.  

 
  



 
Me with Lassie in the passage 
alongside the Fish and Chip Shop 
in Dukinfield 

 
Again with Lassie. This time in 
Beverley waiting for a ship launch 

 
This time with some of the guinea pigs outside the shed on the school 
field. 



What do you remember about holidays as a child? 
From as far back as I can remember our holidays were always spent with 
Grandma and Grandad Johnson ŔŰШ7ĲƻĲƖũĲǃЮШìĲќĬШŊŸШĤǃШƣƖċŔŰШŉƖŸůШ
Dukinfield on the TransPennine Express. We caught it at a local station 
and it went through to Hull. We had to catch another train to Beverley and 
then walk to Grandmaќs. This continued when we were at Skegness, the 
only change being that ƽĲќĬШĦċƣĦőШƣőĲШƣƖċŔŰШƣŸШ ĲƽШcŸũũċŰĬШċŰĬШƣƖċƻĲũШ
across the River Humber by Ferry to HullЮШìĲќĬШőċƻĲШƣŸШƽċũťШċĦƖŸƚƚШcƨũũШ
to the station. These ferries were paddle steamers and it was an exciting 
journey. 

§ŰĦĲШŔŰШ7ĲƻĲƖũĲǃШƽĲќĬШƣőŔŰŊƚШƣŸШƻŔƚŔƣШт the cattle market down the road, 
Westwood a large open common area on the edge of town and maybe 
down to the canal. The highlight of the holiday would be a trip on a coach 
from Beverley marketplace to the seaside, either Hornsea or Bridlington. 
Grandma and Auntie Bessie would come with us and sometimes our 
ĦŸƨƚŔŰƚШƽőŸШũŔƻĲĬШŔŰШ7ĲƻĲƖũĲǃЮШìĲќĬШƚƓĲŰĬШƣőĲШĬċǃШŸŰШƣőĲШĤĲċĦőЮ 

ìőĲŰШfШũĲċƖŰĲĬШƣŸШĬƖŔƻĲШċŰĬШőċĬШċШĦċƖШƽĲќĬШƚƣŔũũШĬŸШƣőŔƚШŢŸƨƖŰĲǃШƽŔƣőШƣőĲШ
car going across the Humber on the ferry until eventually, first the 
Humber Bridge and then the motorways round the Humber were built. 

The only holiday I can remember ŸƣőĲƖШƣőċŰШƣŸШ]ƖċŰĬůċќƚШƽċƚШƽőĲŰШƽĲШ
went from Dukinfield to stay in a caravan at Towyn near Rhyl. My Dad 
ĬŔĬŰќƣШĬƖŔƻĲЯШċШůċŰШƣŸŸťШƨƚШŔŰШőŔƚШƚůċũũШƻċŰ т ƣőċƣќƚШ?ċĬЯШ~ƨůЯШ~ĲЯШÉƨƚċŰШ
and Lassie plus our cases with him drivingЯШfќůШŰŸƣШsure how we all got in. 
We stayed there for two weeks. We played on the caravan site and on the 
beach. One day we walked to Rhyl and back т apparently it was sunny. By 
the time we got back to the caravan my back was shining red from 
sunburn. I couldŰќƣШũċǃШŸŰШŔƣШŉŸƖШĬċǃƚЮШLassie wandered off into a dyke and 
became very ill from whatever was there, luckily she recovered. 

I remember Auntie Gladys taking me on a day trip to Llandudno once on 
the train. We had a tube of round chocolate discs.  

When we were first in Skegness I used to go with mother now and then on 
a coach outing to Sheffield and go round the market, not sure why me.   



Pics 
 

 
Part of Beverley Westwood, The 
љ7ũċĦťШ~ŔũũњШƽċƚШũŔƻĲĬШŔŰШċƣШŸŰĲШƣŔůĲШ
my relatives of my Mother.  

 

 
ÑǃƓŔĦċũШ9őĲƖƖǃќƚШ9ŸċĦőШƽĲШƣŸŸťШ
from Beverley Market Place to 
Bridlington.  

 
 
Me on a donkey during our holiday 
in Towyn near Rhyl, Wales. We were 
in a caravan for a fortnight. 

 
 
Dad relaxing with Lassie outside 
our caravan. This is the only 
holiday I can remember, other 
than to grandmas. Mum queued 
at the camp shop for a rotisserie 
chicken on Sunday т a treat. 

  



What did you do for entertainment? 
 

Like some other concepts and questions later in the book т the idea of 
љĲŰƣĲƖƣċŔŰůĲŰƣњШŔƚШċШůŸĬĲƖŰШŸŰĲЯШĦĲƖƣċŔŰũǃШŉŸƖШĦőŔũĬƖĲŰЮ Children were 
supposed to entertain themselves and, if you were lucky, your parents 
provided you with things to do that.    

When I was small my parents bought me a tricycle. I can still remember it. 
fƣШőċĬШċШљĤŸŸƣњШŸŰШƣőĲШĤċĦťШƣŸШĦċƖƖǃШƣőŔŰŊƚШċŰĬШƣőĲƖĲШƽċƚШċŰШextending 
handle that someone could hold to control me. Later they gave me a 
scooter that was special in that it had a pedal to push down on one side. 
This connected via a small piece of chain to the rear wheel and sped you 
along.  

ìőĲŰШfШƽċƚШċШĦőŔũĬШƽĲШƽĲƖĲШĲŰĦŸƨƖċŊĲĬШƣŸШљƓũċǃШŸƨƣњШƖċƣőĲƖШƣőċŰШĤĲШŔŰШ
ƣőĲШőŸƨƚĲШĬŸŔŰŊШƚƣƨŉŉЮШÑőĲƖĲШƽċƚŰќƣШƖĲċũũǃШůƨĦőШƣŸШĬŸШŔŰШƣőĲШőŸƨƚĲШ
anyway. No computers, no phones other than ones in telephone boxes, 
no internet. On our Black and White TV there were only three channels on 
TV т ŔƣШƽċƚŰќƣШŸŰШċũũШĬċǃШĲŔƣőĲƖ. Crackerjack on Fridays at 5pm was a 
highlight for the week. We imagined things that might exist one day, such 
as space rockets, standing on the moon and supersonic travel. Things 
that have, throughout my life, become reality.  

I was lucky in that my parents encouraged me to go to cubs and I enjoyed 
that. It was probably about a 45 minute walk into town from the Chip 
Shop т ƚŸůĲƣőŔŰŊШƣőċƣШůċǃĤĲШċШŰŔŰĲШǃĲċƖШŸũĬШƽŸƨũĬŰќƣШĬŸШĤǃШƣőĲůƚĲũƻĲƚШ
nowadays. fШůƨƚƣШőċƻĲШĬŸŰĲШƚŸůĲƣőŔŰŊШƖŔŊőƣШċƚШfШĤĲĦċůĲШċШљƚŔǂĲƖњШĤĲŉŸƖĲШ
it was time to move to scouts. Besides hobbies and nature and such, I 
remember one cub night we all trooped down to the town square where 
there was a telephone box. No mobiles / no phones at home in those 
days! Some phones had dials for local calls but most calls went via an 
operator who connected you to the number you required. We learnt how 
to operate the phone to make an ordinary call (Two Pence and Button A 
and Button B) and how to press the Red emergency button to get the 
operator quickly free of charge in an emergency. 

  



 
This is similar to my Trike. 
Mine was blue. 

 
My scooter was a bit like this but red 
and without the flat tyre. You can see 
the pedal at the rear which was 
connected by a chain to the rear 
wheel 

 
Old TV with 3 channels. ITV, 
BBC1 and BBC2, as shown on 
the label.  
There was no remote controls 
either until much later. I can 
remember my dad having an 
early remote control т it was 
some knobs on the end of a 
short cable connected to the 
TV. 

 
This is the old type telephone box 
mechanism. It was still in use in 
Skegness in 1967 when I started as a 
Telephone Apprentice. 

 

  



What did you study at school. What were you best at? 
fШƚƨƓƓŸƚĲШƽĲќƖĲШƣċũťŔŰŊШċĤŸƨƣШƚĲĦŸŰĬċƖǃШƚĦőŸŸũШőĲƖĲЮШI got through to the 
Grammar School in Skegness and the curriculum there was fixed for the 
first three years. Our studies included a language, French, ċŰĬШfШƽċƚŰќƣШ
particularly good or interested in that т fШĦŸƨũĬŰќƣШƚĲĲШůǃƚĲũŉШƣƖċƻĲũũŔŰŊШ
abroad. As we progressed through the school I opted for the sciences 
stream, these were split into Biology, Physics and Chemistry. I enjoyed 
each of these and in particular Physics and the electrical science.  

All of the time I was good at Maths and enjoyed it. I got on well with my 
Maths teacher and, once he realised that I could do what was being 
asked, he often let me sit and help someone else. In the 4th year when I 
split into the science stream I also took up Technical Drawing which I 
liked very much, again the teacher was good. I still enjoy technical 
drawing when needed and have even learned to use CAD software. 

Due to timetable constraints I had to do History instead of my choice 
ƽőŔĦőШƽŸƨũĬШőċƻĲШĤĲĲŰШ~ƨƚŔĦШŸƖШ]ĲŸŊƖċƓőǃЮШ ĲĲĬũĲƚƚШƣŸШƚċǃШfШĬŔĬŰќƣШĬŸШ
well in History. The history teacher used to express his disappointment at 
my lack of interest and counted me as one of his failures. When Robert 
joined his class many years later and the teacher realised he was related 
to me Robert was sent out of class to stand out in the corridor! They later 
became good friends.  

English language was a pain to me. It was only when at work I started 
writing reports and formal agreements that I began to see its worth and 
even, maybe, enjoyed it.  

fШƽċƚŰќƣШŔŰƣŸШƚƓŸƖƣШċƣШċũũЯШfШƽċƚŰќƣШċƣШċũũШċƣőũĲƣŔĦЮШfШƽċƚШƓũĲċƚĲĬШƽőĲŰШ
alternatives to football like hockey and tennis were introduced. I stood as 
much chance as everyone else as no-one was experienced in them. 

So, I was good at Maths and Science ĤƨƣШfШƽċƚŰќƣШċШƓċƖƣŔĦƨũċƖũǃШŊŸŸĬШ
scholar. We had reports at the end of each term and each subject had a 
comment from the relevant teacher and marks for term work and exam 
results. In my day your end of school grades were exclusively based on 
your exam results, good for me. I would aways be in the bottom three or 
four in the class for term work and the top three or four for exam results. 



 
 
Skegness Grammar School was 
the first to be awarded Grant 
Maintained Status by the 
Government in 1988. 

Although I 
ĬŔĬŰќƣШĦċƖƖǃШŸŰШ
at school to do 
A-levels and go 
to university I 
did obtain a 
degree later in 

life. De Montfort University, 
Leicester т Computer Science 
First Class, January 1999. 

 
Results from Grammar School т 
ĬŔĬŰќƣШƓċƚƚШcŔƚƣŸƖǃг 

 
This is the header from my school 
report, Autumn 1963ЯШƚŸШfќĬШĤĲШΝΞШ
yrs old.  
As you can see, I came 29th out of 
30 in the Term work and 2nd out of 
30 in exams.  
Each subject is listed in the report 
and all indicate a lack of effort in 
term work.  
fШőċĬŰќƣШƖĲċũŔƚĲĬШƣőċƣШůŸƣőĲƖШőċĬШ
kept all my reports since junior 
school т maybe I need to burn 
them!  

  



 ÑĲũũШůĲШċĤŸƨƣШƣőĲШƣőŔŰŊƚШǃŸƨШĬŔĬШċƚШċШĦőŔũĬШƣőċƣШċƖĲШĬŔŉŉĲƖĲŰƣШŉŸƖШƣŸĬċǃќƚШ
children. 

 

Calculations and computers.  
I was the proud owner of a Slide Rule. It allowed you to do calculations 
just by sliding an inner portion of a ruler against the outer portion. Both 
sections had numbers on them. At Grammar school, we had a booklet of 
Log (Logarithm) Tables. These pages allowed you to look up complex 
calculations.  Later I remember my first calculator, it did +, -, x and ÷ and 
was just amazing. ìĲШƽĲƖĲŰќƣШċũũŸƽĲĬШƣŸШƨƚĲШĦċũĦƨũċƣŸƖƚШŔŰШĲǂċůƚЮШ 

When I was a teenager a computer used to take up a whole big room and, 
even then, it had less calculating power than a modern mobile phone. 
When man was put on the moon in 1969 I was 18 and so it was quite an 
event. Computing power was still in its infancy, many of the calculations 
about what would happen on the journey to the moon were still done 
manually (see the film Hidden Figures). If you look at the Nasa control 
room in films or the historical records you will see a large room full of 
computer screens each with an individual user. This is because each 
computer was only capable of doing one thing at a time. There was no 
such thing as networking. Each computer user shouted out their 
individual result in turn to a supervisor who wrote them on paper to 
review and compare.  

When I used to help Paul with his computing hobby his computer, a ZX81, 
was the one to have at the time. Its built -in memory was 1kb (one 
thousandth of a Megabyte) and he bought a RAM Pack with an extra 16 kb. 
We typed in programs, on tiny rubber keys, in Basic Programming 
Language from magazines.  We then spent hours looking for errors. If we 
ƽĲƖĲШũƨĦťǃШƽĲќĬШŊĲƣШƣőĲШŊċůĲШŸƖШƽőċƣĲƻĲƖШƣŸШƖƨŰШĤĲŉŸƖĲШƣőĲШÅ ~ШÂċĦťШŉĲũũШ
out of the back and we lost everything. When Robert and I were typing in 
programs it was to a Dragon 32 which had 32 kb of memory. For reference 
т ƣŸĬċǃќƚШmobile phones have maybe 32 Gb of memory which is a million 
times more than the Dragon 32 had. 
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Early calculator 

Slide Rule 

Logarithm book 

Sinclair ZX81 with RAM Pack inserted 
Dragon 32 Computer 



What did you want to do when you grew up? 

fШĦċŰќƣШƖĲċũũǃШƚċǃШƣőċƣШfШƣőŸƨŊőƣШċĤŸƨƣШŔƣШƽőĲŰШfШƽċƚШǃŸƨŰŊĲƖЮШBy the time I 
was at secondary school I had an interest in electrical things and 
electronics. Things were fairly basic to what we have now. I sometimes 
used to buy old radios, etc from Jumble Sales and have a go at fixing 
them. I made my own radio and record player - amplifier, buying a record 
deck, radio module and amplifier kit and assembling them in a case. 

As a teenager, on my walk to school, I saw a new Telephone Engineering 
Centre being built and I thought it might be good to work there although I 
ĬŔĬŰќƣШreally know ƽőċƣШƣőĲǃШĬŔĬШƣőĲƖĲШċŰĬШĬŔĬŰќƣШknow how that would 
happen. One day at school I saw a small notice inviting applications for 
telephone engineering apprentices and, as they say, the rest is history. I 
find that a ũŸƣШŸŉШũŔŉĲќƚШĬĲĦŔƚŔŸŰƚШőċƓƓĲŰШĤǃШĦőċŰĦĲЮ I think we take 
opportunities as they ariseЯШfќƻĲШŰŸƣШĤĲĲŰШŸŰĲШŉŸƖШũŔŉĲ-changing plans.  

I started as an apprentice in September 1967 and nearly immediately 
went on a three-month technical course at Peterborough College. I 
lodged there and came home to Skegness at weekends by train. During 
the apprenticeship we were trained on all aspects of the telephone 
system т from putting up poles and wires, jointing underground cables 
with thousands of wires and maintaining telephone exchanges.  

We apprentices went to collage during each of the three years and I 
gained technical qualifications. My first job was installing telephone 
exchanges but I was soon promoted into the telephone exchange 
planning office. There I dealt with the modern electronic exchanges. 

Later I covered holidays, etc for a whole range of technical jobs in the 
area. Summer was good т having a coffee by the swimming pool at 
Butlins whilst looking after their private exchange, watching the American 
planes missing their targets at Friskney bombing range whilst I 
maintained their control circuits and working in a secret underground 
nuclear bunker ensuring the communications would work.  

Later I progressed through various management roles prior to taking early 
retirement to complete a Computer Science Degree and start anew.  



 
Climbing a telephone pole to 
get to the wires. This guy is 
doing it with spikes on his 
shoes, by the time I did it we 
used ladders.  

 
This photo shows a few sizes of 
underground cable. There are only a 
small number of colours and the wires 
were in bunches and layers around a 
central bunch. Some cables had 2000 
pairs of wires which had to be joined to 
the next length of cable as it went 
along the street. When I started the 
wires have paper wrapped around 
them for insulation т not plastic. 

 
My City and Guilds Full 
Technological Certificate in 
Telecommunications gained 
in 1972 after four 3-month 
sessions at Technical 
College.  

 
ÑőŔƚШљĤƨŰŊċũŸƽњШƽċƚШċũũШǃŸƨШĦŸƨũĬШƚĲĲШ
above ground of a Regional Seat of 
Government that would take control in 
the event of a nuclear strike. About 60 
feet underground were many rooms, 
including a map room, like you see in 
war films. Although I kept it working in 
peace time fШĬŸŰќƣШƣőŔŰťШfШƽċƚШŸŰШƣőĲШ
list to be in it if it ever was operational. 

  



What were your favourite hobbies when you were young. 
As described in my work pages т I was always keen on understanding how 
ƣőŔŰŊƚШƽŸƖťĲĬЮШfШƚƨƓƓŸƚĲШŉƖŸůШċŰШĲċƖũǃШċŊĲШfќĬШċũƽċǃƚШũŔťĲĬШůċťŔŰŊШƣőŔŰŊƚЮШ
Hobbies were a bit different in my time. I had the usual period where I 
would collect stamps but these would be limited mainly to English 
stamps. Information about them came from books in the library, there 
was no internet of course. My Uncle Jim had many jobs but always 
collected stamps. He had a stamp shop when őĲШљƖĲƣŔƖĲĬњЮШfШƖĲůĲůĤĲƖШ
him showing me something really special т he had collected separate 
stamps from a whole sheet of penny stamps such that he could 
reassemble the original sheet т amazing.  

I had a large wooden box with Meccano in it. I think most of it came from 
older cousins, there was a lot of it, but I do remember having one or two 
sets of my own. Making cranes and cars with the metalwork and nuts and 
bolts was good. Motors tended to be clockwork then but it was still good 
to make т we ĦŸƨũĬŰќƣШever imagine that there would be computer-
controlled models.  

When we were in Skegness, from when I was about ten to perhaps 
eighteen or nineteen years old our family attended The Salvation Army. I 
learned to play and enjoyed playing several brass instruments in the 
band. I was quite involved in various activities and later in that time I ran a 
youth club in Skegness giving young people somewhere to go of an 
evening. My involvement stopped when I got married and moved to 
Peterborough.  

I was never interested in sport. I enjoyed the bike that my dad bought me 
in my early teens. It was second-hand bought from an advert in the 
weekly paper. fќĬШĲǂƓũŸƖĲШƣőĲШŉŔĲũĬƚШŸƨƣШĤĲőŔŰĬШŸƨƖШőŸƨƚĲШċŰĬШlook for 
tadpoles, etc. in the dykesЮШfќĬШċũƚŸШƖŔĬĲШċũŸŰŊШƣőĲШƚĲċŉƖŸŰƣШƣŸШůĲĲƣШƽŔƣőШ
my school friends. 

 

 

  



Pics 

 
Penny Red  т showing the identity of 
which sheet it came from. 

 
 
Clockwork motors were 
connected via various gears 
to power cranes, etc.  

 
Family photo in our Salvation Army 
uniforms т mid 1960s I think. 

 
Skegness boating lake and 
The Axenstrasse (the 
arched passageway) that 
we used to bike through. 
The roof has now been 
ƣċťĲŰШŸŉŉШљfor safety 
ƖĲċƚŸŰƚњг We also used to 
sneak a look through the 
bridge at the fireworks lit on 
Wednesday evenings on 
the boating lake island in 
the summer. 

  



Did you have an Idol when you were young? Tell me who and why 
в 
 

fШĦċŰќƣШƖĲůĲůĤĲƖШċŰǃШfĬŸũ, certainly not when I was young. 

Although I lived in the time of The Beatles and lots of other significant 
groups most of it passed me by I think.  

The first time I can remember of wanting to be or do something that 
someone else was doing was, as a teenager, watching a program on TV 
called WhŔĦťĲƖќƚ World. Hardly an Idol but Alan Whicker went to exotic 
places around the world and showed you them. That was something that I 
dreamt about doing. It was something I never expected to do.  

TV was still in Black and White at this time but even so these places were 
magical. On one of the programs, I remember seeing him on Easter Island 
ċŰĬШƣőċƣќƚШƽőċƣШreally started my desire to travel. It was probably nearly 
fifty years after seeing that program that I stepped onto Easter Island 
myself and it was still as magical, probably more so to actually be there.  

I think that the world has changed so much from the time I was young to 
now. The idea of an Idol in my time was ůċǃĤĲШċШŉŔũůШƚƣċƖЯШċũƣőŸƨŊőШfШĦċŰќƣШ
remember seeing any films, or a singing star т again, not really in my 
world. Today the idea of an Idol is commonplace. People become Idols 
on the Internet by self-promoting their own so-called attributes. 

In later life I have admired Dolly Parton for her singing ability but also that 
she uses her income to support her community and to pay for books for 
children across the world. We visited Dollywood when we were in the USA 
and we saw her sing live in Birmingham т a great evening.  

ÂĲŸƓũĲШŸŉШƣőĲШƽŸƖũĬШƽőŸШfќƻĲШċĬůŔƖĲĬШsince. I suppose Nelson Mandella 
must be near the top of the list, leaving Prison to become President of 
South Africa. LĲĦőШìċŮłƚċ who formed the first Trade Union in Poland 
and went on to become its President. Just a random selection of two 
really. 

  



Pics 

 
This single Moai is near to the 
ůċŔŰШƣŸƽŰЮШfƣќƚШƣőĲШŸŰũǃШŸŰĲШƽőĲƖĲШ
the eyes have been replaced to 
show how it would have looked. 
Sets of eyes were found buried 
ŰĲċƖШƣőĲШƚƣċƣƨĲƚЮШfƣќƚШƣőŸƨŊőt that 
they were only fitted when the 
people wanted to consult the 
chief the Moai represented. 

 
The Moai were carved in a quarry 
in the centre of the island. Some 
are still there and you can see 
that the stonemason had carved 
most of the statue but as they 
went further ĬŸƽŰШƣőĲǃќĬШĦŸůĲШ
across a crack in the rock and so 
it was abandoned. 

 
The Moai ƽĲƖĲШљƽċũťĲĬњШŉƖŸůШƣőĲШ
quarry to the coastal Ahu. Like 
ǃŸƨќĬ rock a wardrobe to move it 
across the room. Those that fell 
were considered unworthy to 
display and were left there. The 
fallen ones have a rounded base, 
those that made it to the Ahu have 
their bases flattened on arrival 

 
The Ahu, the plinths for the Moai 
to stand on, were created with 
carved boulders with amazing 
precision. 
 
Easter Island is a truly magical 
place. 
 

  



What was the first piece of music you bought? 
 

I never promised you a Rose Garden т Lynn Anderson, 1970 ish. A bit 
random really. I can remember A Whiter Shade of Pale т by Procol Harum 
was up there too. In the Year 2525 was popular as well. ÉċŰĬǃШÉőċƽќƚШ
Long Long Live Love was also a favourite. 

During the 60s I used to listen to the Pick of the Pops chart show on the 
radio if I was around at the time it was broadcast т no ability to record or 
љon demandњ in those days. ÑőŔƚШƨƚĲĬШƣŸШŊŔƻĲШǃŸƨШƣőĲШƽĲĲťќƚШÑŸƓШÑĲŰШ
records as measured by how many 45rpm singles were sold in a 
nationwide sample of record shops that week. It was a widely anticipated 
event.  

The names and locations of the shops that were used to count the sales 
ƽĲƖĲШċШĦũŸƚĲũǃШŊƨċƖĬĲĬШƚĲĦƖĲƣШċƚЯШŸĤƻŔŸƨƚũǃЯШŔŉШǃŸƨШťŰĲƽШƣőċƣШǃŸƨќĬШŊŸШ
there to buy your own record to push it up the charts.  

To save money I used to buy, when I was at work, a monthly LP record 
which had a selection of popular songs of the period.  
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What chores had to be done when you were young that ċƖĲŰќƣШ
needed today? 
One that comes to mind is lighting a coal fire to keep warm. I can 
remember into the 1960s when we lived in Alexandra Road Skegness that 
my dad used to get up extra early to light the fire in the living room before 
the rest of us got up. As well as all the work maintaining the fire all day 
long it used to give out smoke into the house, everything got dirty.  

I know my dad was really pleased when he could afford to have a gas fire 
installed and he could light it with a click т ŔƣШĬŔĬŰќƣШŰĲĲĬШĦũĲċŰŔŰŊШŸƨƣШ
either. We had a gas fire in the Front Room too but we rarely went in there, 
ĲƻĲŰШƣőŸƨŊőШƽĲШŸŰũǃШőċĬШƣőĲШƣƽŸШƖŸŸůƚШċŰĬШċШƚůċũũШťŔƣĦőĲŰШљƚőĲĬњШ
extension. There was no central heating in ordinary houses. When you 
ƽŸťĲШƨƓШŸŰШċШƽŔŰƣĲƖШůŸƖŰŔŰŊШǃŸƨќĬШĤĲШƕƨŔĦťШŊĲƣƣŔŰŊШĬƖĲƚƚĲĬШċƚШƣőĲƖĲШ
often would be ice on the inside of the bedroom window in winter. 

Washing clothes was done in a twin tub washing machine. One side was 
full of water where you washed the clothes, etc. Less dirty clothes were 
done first, they were removed and gradually the dirtier clothes were 
cleaned until the water had to be changed and the process started again. 
The second side was a spin drier which was used relentlessly to extract 
the water from the washed clothes before hanging outside. No 
automation here! I remember Grandma Johnson having a powered 
wringer on top of her washer т it would have crushed your arm! 

I can remember my Mother buying a Hoover Vacuum Cleaner that 
hovered! I saw one being resurrected on The Repair Shop a few weeks ago 
and Grandma had never seen one like it before. You just easily dragged it 
along the floor with the hose as it floated easily on a cushion of air.   

  



Pics 

 
A real coal fire needed constant 
attention to keep it burning. 
Whilst it was lovely and warm 
just in front of it the fire never 
warmed the whole room т never 
mind other parts of the house. 
 

 
This is a 1970s Gas Fire. It usually 
came with artificial logs that lit up 
to look like a real fire. It was much 
easier to use and cleaner than the 
coal fires they replaced. It was 
ƕƨŔƣĲШƓŸƽĲƖŉƨũШċŰĬШǃŸƨќĬШŊĲƣШƻĲƖǃШ
hot sat in front of it but the heat 
ĬŔĬŰќƣШŊŸШƻĲƖǃШŉċƖЮШ 

 
Vintage Hoover Hovering 
Vacuum Cleaner. The air that 
was sucked in through the nozzle 
was ejected at the base thus 
making the cleaner hover. 
It came with various tools to plug 
into the end of the hose. 

 
Vintage Hotpoint Washing 
Machine. Washer on the left and 
spinner on the right. Soap powder 
was put in the dispenser you can 
see in the centre of the washing 
machine and the circulating water 
washed it into the tub. 
It often used to move around the 
floor by itself when spinning at 
great speed. 

 
  



Describe any family traditions you had or maybe still had в 
 
Our family tradition at Christmas Eve goes back as far as I can remember. 
We had a special meal Lancashire љƣċƣer ċƚőњШƽőŔĦőШŔƚШĦőƨŰťƚШŸŉШůĲċƣШ
cooked with potatoes. Mother cooked the meat and potatoes separately 
first and then put them in a dish and added a pastry crust on top and 
finished it in the oven. The potatoes are really soft, nearly mush when 
done т őĲŰĦĲШƣőĲШљċƚőњШfШƚƨƓƓŸƚĲЮШ 

After that we had our Christmas stockings before going to bed on 
Christmas Eve. These were real stockings that mother had saved up over 
the year. They contained mainly the same things each year but some 
surprises too. So, there would be a satsuma, various nuts, a sugar mouse 
or pig, a chocolate bar, a flannel, a comb maybe, probably a pen and then 
ŸƣőĲƖШƚůċũũШљƚƣŸĦťŔŰŊШŉŔũũĲƖƚњШto the top of the stocking. This was separate 
from receiving presents on Christmas Day. As Mother became older my 
sister Susan would organise both the meal and the stockings. After 
Mother died ƽĲШůĲƣШƽŔƣőШÉƨƚċŰќƚШĲǂƣĲŰĬĲĬШŉċůŔũǃШƣŸШĦŸŰƣŔŰƨĲШƣőĲШ
tradition ĤƨƣШċƚШƣőĲШĦőŔũĬƖĲŰШŊƖĲƽШŸũĬĲƖШŔƣќƚШŊƖċĬƨċũũǃШĤĲĲŰШŉŸƖŊŸƣƣĲŰЮШ 

]ƖċŰĬůċќƚШůŸƣőĲƖЯШ]ƖĲċƣШ]ƖċŰĬůċШÅċŔƚĲŰЯШůċĬĲ some Christmas 
stockings which have hung over your fireplace at Christmas. 

Bonfire night was different for us in that my ĬċĬќƚ birthday was November 
4th and so we always celebrated by letting off some of our fireworks on his 
birthday. Dad would make Yorkshire Parkin (a coarse ginger cake) and 
bonfire toffee. We used to go to my parentsќ house when Robert was 
young and take some fireworks with us to let off on ůǃШĬċĬќƚ birthday. In 
later years, when we had grandchildren, we used to remember my dad on 
his birthday by letting off some fireworks. Sadly this tradition was lost 
during COVID and not revived although Dad is still very much 
remembered when we see fireworks.  
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These are the Christmas stockings 

that Great Grandma Raisen 
knitted. At this time they are on a 

wooden tree I made. 

 
 

Lancashire Tater Ash, a yummy 
and filling meal. 

 

 
 

Bonfire Night Yorkshire Parkin. 
Made with Black Treacle which my 

Dad used to have on bread too. 
 

 
[ŔƖĲƽŸƖťƚШƽĲƖĲŰќƣШċƚШĲũċĤŸƖċƣĲ in 

our younger days. A roman 
candle gave quite a show. 

  



Age started Work т what jobs 
I used to be a delivery boy for a local grocery store when I was about 13 / 
14. I did it five nights a week after school. I delivered groceries around 
Skegness on a bike. The more boxes I could get on the bike in one go the 
less trips I had to do ċŰĬШƚŸШƣőĲШƚŸŸŰĲƖШfќĬШŉŔŰŔƚőЮШfќĬШŊĲƣШұΝШŉŸƖШƣőĲШƽĲĲťгШ 

I worked as a barrow boy at Butlins on a Saturday. In those days people 
arrived in Skegness by train then travelled to Butlins by special bus. Their 
cases went in a lorry from the station to the holiday camp. Barrow boys 
would meet their cases and offer to take them to their chalets in the hope 
of receiving a tip. Tips varied a lot but on a good Saturday you could get 
£10 total . Both Paul and Robert were Butlins barrow boys later on.  

Later, I used to bike up to Butlins 2 or 3 nights a week and clean the dining 
halls. Eating at Butlins at that time was a communal thing т there were 
five large dining halls with fixed meals. I worked with a good team and we 
could sweep and mop the room in good time. Most evenings the cooks 
would leave us some leftover meals to have for supper. We were paid £1 
each for 3 hrs work.  

I left school in 1967 and started as an Apprentice Telephone Engineer at 
the Post Office Telephones in Skegness. It was a 3-yr apprenticeship and 
ŔŰĦũƨĬĲĬШƣĲĦőŰŔĦċũШƣƖċŔŰŔŰŊШċƚШƽĲũũШċƚШљŸŰШƣőĲШŢŸĤњШƣƖċŔŰŔŰŊШƽŔƣőШċũũШƣőĲШ
technical disciplines, e.g. erecting poles and wires, installing 
underground cables, looking after telephone exchanges and much more. 
It was a great time in my life.  

By the time I left what is now BT I was working in the National Projects 
Office as part of a small team (there were two of us!) who mainly did 
customer acceptance of major technical projects. This is probably where 
I developed my spreadsheet skills т everything had to be checked and 
reported on. I left BT in 1995. I was pleased to take the voluntary 
redundancy package and seek out a new life.  

In the middle of my time with BT I sometimes used to go to Trade Union 
meetings with a friend, we went mainly for a night out. I started taking 
more interest when I had a particularly unreasonable boss.  



This led to me become a committee member, then Assistant Branch 
Secretary and later Branch Secretary at the Peterborough Branch. We 
looked after 1000 members. This was part-time at first but then became 
full -time. BT continued to pay my wages on secondment to the union. 

During this time The Telephone Engineers Union was one of many who 
went on strike to protect their interest during the Thatcher era. It ƽċƚŰќƣШ
ƽőċƣШfќĬШĤĲĦŸůĲШċШƨŰŔŸŰШŸŉŉŔĦŔċũШŉŸr. Thinking of pushing to the front of a 
room containing 800 striking telephone engineers still makes me shiver. 

I later became Chairman of the Midlands Union Council where the nine 
branches of the East Midlands came together. During that time I was 
responsible for negotiating new attendance patterns and later a new 
grading structure for the 4500 engineers of many different disciplines 
across the midlands. A challenging but very rewarding time.  

Anyway, after leaving BT I obtained a First Class Computer Science 
degree studying part-time over 4 yrs at De Montfort University, Leicester. 
Grandma went to work at Leicester County Council to pay our way where 
she held several jobs, including as an assistant in the Audit Department. 
Here one of her jobs was to sign cheques worth several £100k on behalf 
of the county treasurer. I worked part-time teaching IT skills to adults. I 
started teaching ċШŉĲƽШĲƻĲŰŔŰŊƚШċƣШљŰŔŊőƣШƚĦőŸŸũњШĤƨƣШĤĲĦċƨƚĲШŸŉШůǃШ
availability we started daytime classes too. It was great to see people 
getting qualifications that led to them getting into work. A rewarding time. 

On obtaining my degree I started work as an IT Manager at Coventry City 
Council. With my team of four, I looked after the IT needs of four council 
departments. I was there five years and again took voluntary redundancy 
when I spoke out against proposals made by a consultant about the 
reorganisation of the IT service.  

My sudden presence at home full time was too much for grandma and so 
I did some consultancy project management work and software training 
for a project management software firm. This gradually reduced until I 
actually retired! 

  



How did you meet grandmother 
 

I had an office in the Telephone Engineering Centre when I was working 
fulltime as a union official. Grandma started working there too and we 
gradually got to know each other. 

We sometimes did a newspaper crossword together at lunchtime but we 
ĬŔĬŰќƣШƖĲċũũǃШŊĲƣШƣŸŊĲƣőĲƖ for quite a while. We were both going through 
difficult circumstances at home and these needed to be resolved before 
we could think about being together. 

Eventually I moved back into my house with living Robert with me and 
grandma bought her own house for her and Paul. We then got to know 
each other better.  

Grandma and Paul came to stay with me and Robert over one Easter 
holidays and never left. We bought a house together a little later and life 
carried on together for the four of us.  

 

 

  



 
43 George Avenue, Skegness т 
]ƖċŰĬůċШċŰĬШÂċƨũќƚШcŸƨƚĲЮШ 

 
45 Albany Way, Skegness. 
]ƖċŰĬċĬШċŰĬШÅŸĤĲƖƣќƚШőŸƨƚĲ. 

 
58 Lumley Crescent, Skegness. 
Our joint family home.  

 
Map showing our house location in 

Lumley Crescent and Skegness 
seafront. 

 

  



 

Night out when dating. 
 

This is a good question!  

We were somewhat restricted as I had Robert at home and so grandma 
would bike round to see me on an evening.  

We liked going to the local Skegness Players at the theatre, often Robert 
would come too. Later, Robert enjoyed acting whilst at the Grammar 
School. We liked trips out into the countryside т cƨĤĤĲƖƣќƚШcŔũũƚШċƣШxŸƨƣőЯШ
Chapel Six Marshes along the coast, Gibraltar Point in Skegness. 

Most outings were either three or four of us.  

Robert did occasionally go to stay with his mum for a night т then being at 
ÉťĲŊŰĲƚƚШƽĲќĬШĲŰŢŸǃШċШƽċũťШċũŸŰŊШƣőĲШƚĲċŉƖŸŰƣЮШ§ƨƖШƓċƖƣŔĦƨũċƖШƣƖĲċƣƚШƽĲƖĲШ
either an egg burger at a café near the clock tower or a scone and tea at 
the Imperial Hotel (posh!) on the seafront. 

  



Pics 

 
Skegness Pier Theatre, one of the 

many theatres used by the 
Playgoers. The picture shows the 

end of the pier theatre isolated after 
the 1977 storms demolished the 

pier. 

 
Chapel Six Marshes т maybe 
ǃŸƨќƻĲШƽċũťĲĬШƽőĲƖĲШƽĲШĬŔĬ 

when you walk along the beach 
from Anderby Creek. 

 
ÑőĲШƚƣƖĲċůШċƣШcƨĤĤċƖĬќƚШcŔũũЯШxŸƨƣő 

 
Gibraltar Point Nature Reserve 
near Skegness. fŉШǃŸƨќƻĲШƻŔƚŔƣĲĬ 

have you seen where the 
wartime rail track was? 

Apparently targets used to be 
pulled backwards and forwards 
for shooting practice from boats 

on the sea. 
 

  



Special music me and grandma 
 

NopeЯШĦċŰќƣШƖĲůĲůĤĲƖШċŰǃƣőŔŰŊШũŔťĲШƣőċƣвЮШÉŸ a few random pictures.  

 
ΝΦΡΣШƚŸШfќĬШĤĲ 5 yrs old. fƣќƚШ

Whitsunday Walk where various 
churches and Sunday Schools 

paraded through the town. This was 
the one day in the year that we had 
new clothes. fќůШƣőĲШone on the far 

left on the front row holding the 
string. 

 
Ready for school? 

 
cŸƽќƚШƣőċƣШŉŸƖШĦŸŸũеШ ƣШŸƨƖШÉƨŰŰǃШ

Isles Hotel, Miami 1985 

 
Solfatara ŔŰШ ċƓũĲƚЯШfƣċũǃЮШfƣќƚШċШ

caldera within the city. The 
ground is hot to your feet, there 
are smoking holes and it smells 
of sulphur. If you drop a rock on 
the floor it echoes and bounces! 

ƓƓċƖĲŰƣũǃШǃŸƨШĦċŰќƣШvisit it 
nowadays.  There was a camp 

site on it when we went. 
  



ШĦŸƨƓũĲШŸŉШƣőĲШŢŸĤƚШfШĬŔĬШċŉƣĲƖШfќĬШљƖĲƣŔƖĲĬњШƽőŔũƚƣШŊƖċŰĬůċШŊŸƣШƨƚĲĬШƣŸШůĲШ
being around a bit more  

 

         

  



 

Wedding 
We were married at Leicester Register Office on the 25th July 1992. fќĬШ
moved to Leicester some time before when I gave up my union posts and 
took a job in Leicester as a Process Auditor. Robert had stayed in 
Skegness and Paul had left home a while ago. We had time to ourselves 
and decided it would be good to get married.  
 

Grandma went to sort the arrangements at the Register Office and, with 
the registrar, chose the room in which we were to marry. 
We arranged a reception at a hotel in Leicester, chose the menu and 
other arrangements.  
 

We invited family and friends. ÅŸĤĲƖƣШƽċƚШƣőĲƖĲШĤƨƣШƽĲШƽĲƖĲŰќƣШŔŰШƣŸƨĦőШ
with Paul at the time. ]ƖċŰĬůċќƚШƓċƖĲŰƣƚШċũŸŰŊШƽŔƣőШůǃШůŸƣőĲƖШĦċůĲЮШ ƚШ
did various siblings and aunts. My good friends from my time with the 
union came too with their wives. The witnesses at the wedding were my 
sister, Susan, and my friend Joe. 
 

All went well, we enjoyed the occasion and meeting up with family and 
friends. 
 

The following day we went on our honeymoon to Shrewsbury. We were 
ƖĲċĬŔŰŊШƣőĲШ9ċĬŉċĲũШĤŸŸťƚШċƣШƣőĲШƣŔůĲШċŰĬШƽĲШƣőŸƨŊőƣШƽĲќĬШĦċƣĦőШƨƓШŸŰШ
some of the locations mentioned in the books. We enjoyed our time 
there. 

On a sobering note т we arrived home to find that the house had been 
burgled. It was quite a setback and nothing was ever found nor 
perpetrators identified. 

 

  



Pics  

 
Grandma and me 

 
Singing the Register with our two 
witnesses, my friend Joe Foglietta 

and Sister Susan. 

 
Etchells side of the family. From 

left to right т Auntie Hilda and 
ƨŰƣŔĲШ]ũċĬǃƚШыĬċĬќƚШƚŔƚƣĲƖƚь, 

Susan, Amanda, Nigel, Grandma, 
me, Carl, Robert, Mother (Great 

Nan) and Auntie Dorothy 
ы~ŸƣőĲƖќƚШƚŔƚƣĲƖь 

 
Raisen side of the family. 

]ƖċŰĬůċќƚШ?ċĬШċŰĬШ~ƨůШыgreat 
grandad and great grandma), 
Andrew*, John (grandmaќs 

brother), grandma, Sarah*, me, 
xĲƚũĲǃШыsŸőŰќƚШƽŔŉĲьЯШClaire*, Peter 
ыŊƖċŰĬůċƚќƚШĤƖŸƣőĲƖь, ÂĲƣĲƖќƚШƣƽŸШ

boysЯШ?ŸƖŸƣőǃШыÂĲƣĲƖќƚШƽŔŉĲьЮ  
йШsŸőŰШċŰĬШxĲƚũĲǃќƚШĦőŔũĬƖĲŰЮ 

  



Choosing names for children 
 

fƣќƚШċШĤŔƣШŸŉШċШĤũƨƖШƣŸШůĲЯШƚŸƖƖǃЮШI think more is made of this nowadays. 

I do remember discussing some ŊŔƖũќƚ names but the choice of Robert just 
came as we looked at him. ~ǃШŊƖċŰĬċĬШsŸőŰƚŸŰШƨƚĲĬШƣŸШĤĲШĦċũũĲĬШљĤŸĤњШ
but his name was really James Herbert. It was a straightforward name. 
ìĲШĬŸŰќƣШőċƻĲШany other Roberts in the family. 

Grandma choose Paul as it was a short name that he could say and 
remember.  

fШƣőŔŰťШǃŸƨќũũШŰĲĲĬШƣŸШċƚťШǃŸƨƖШƓċƖĲŰƣƚШŔŉШǃŸƨќƖĲШŔŰƣĲƖĲƚƣĲĬШŔŰШőŸƽШǃŸƨƖШ
names were chosen. 

  



pics 

 
Robert as a cub 

 
Paul always up for a challenge. 

 
Paul and Robert, Orlando 1985 

 
Paul with Natalie at Glastonbury 

 

  



Tell me more about my parents 
 

We came to know Angela more when Natalie was born and we met up for 
outings now and then. This was a time when Paul seemed most settled 
and he was proud of his new family. We visited them in their house in 
Chesterfield and then later in Lower Pilsley where you are today. Paul 
was, and still is, a practical man and cared for his daughter Natalie by 
creating electric cars and similar dangerous things. His ability in several 
jobs he tried was rewarded by promotion and responsibility т something 
őĲШĬŔĬŰќƣШƽċŰƣШċŰĬШŸŉƣĲŰШĦċƨƚĲĬШőŔůШƣŸШũĲċƻĲЮШ 

It was a difficult time for Angela when she found herself and Natalie by 
themselves. We tried to make sure that they were OK and we got to know 
Angela better.  Angela is not one to sidestep a challenge, she will always 
ƽŸƖťШċƚШőċƖĬШċƚШƓŸƚƚŔĤũĲШƣŸШċĦőŔĲƻĲШƽőċƣШŰĲĲĬƚШƣŸШĤĲШĬŸŰĲЮШÉőĲќƚШƚĲũŉũĲƚƚШ
in this respect to the extent that she sometimes neglects her own needs 
to take care of others. She always sought the best for Natalie at that time. 
As the family grew with the arrival of Ethan and Keir this continued. She is 
always supportive and seeks out the best solution to any situation she 
meets.  

fШƣőŔŰťШ ŰŊĲũċШůċǃШőċƻĲШƚƨƖƓƖŔƚĲĬШőĲƖƚĲũŉШƚŸůĲƣŔůĲƚШƽŔƣőШƽőċƣШƚőĲќƚШ
achieved and found herself capable of.  

When I first met 9őƖŔƚƣŸƓőĲƖШőĲШƽċƚШƖƨŰŰŔŰŊШƣőĲШƽŸƖũĬќƚШŉŔŰċŰĦĲƚ 
ƚŔŰŊũĲőċŰĬĲĬЮШcĲќƚШƚƣŔũũШĬŸŔŰŊШƣőċƣШfШƨŰĬĲƖƚƣċŰĬШĤƨƣШŰŸƽШőĲќƚШċШŉċůŔũǃШ
man too. fƣќƚШĤĲĲŰ great to have been involved in this reincarnation.  

We had a good understanding early on but when he realised that his 
children had somehow magically become our grandchildren then things 
became even better. fќůШƓũĲċƚĲĬШŰŸƽШƣőċƣШőĲШƚĲĲůƚШƚĲƣƣũĲĬШŔŰ his work 
ũŔŉĲЯШƣőĲƖĲШċƖĲШĦőċũũĲŰŊĲƚШĤƨƣШőĲШĬŸĲƚŰќƣШőċƻĲШƣŸШŔŰƻĲŰƣШƕƨŔƣĲШċƚШůċŰǃШŰĲƽ 
solutions nowadays. Chris never sidesteps a challenge őŔůƚĲũŉЯШőĲќƚШ
good at finding/inventing new challenges too. The houses at Glapwell and 
Anderby spring to mind. fŰШċũũШƣőĲƚĲШƣőŔŰŊƚШőĲШƚĲĲťƚШƣŸШĬŸШƽőċƣќƚШĤĲƚƣШŉŸƖШ
his family, a quality to be recognised.  



pics 

 
Family pic 

 

 
 

 
Visiting us at Groby 

  



Mum and dad younger 
 

fШƣőŔŰťШǃŸƨќũũШőċƻĲШƣŸШĬŔƻĲШŔŰƣŸШċƖĦőŔƻĲƚШŉƖŸůШŸƣőĲƖШƓċƖƣƚШŸŉШƣőĲШŉċůŔũǃШƣŸШ
explore this question. 

  



PICS 

 
 

Butlins т July 2019 

 
 

Butlins т July 2019 
 

 
 

 
Butlins т July 2019  

Alton Towers т November 2019 
  



Feel when told grandparent 
Being a grandparent is such an amazing thing. fƣќƚШŰŸƣШċƣШċũũШũŔťĲШĤĲŔŰŊШċШ
parent. The joy it brings takes over your life.  

Looking back we were pleased that we became grandparents when we 
did. When Natalie arrived we were both under fifty and had the energy to 
enjoy our grandchildren. Natalie was a treasure and still is. We had a 
special bond when she was younger and I count myself lucky for that. She 
brought a light into our life and we enjoyed being part of her early life.  

ÑőĲƖĲќƚШċШĤċũċŰĦĲШƣŸШĤĲШőċĬШĤĲƣƽĲĲŰШĤĲŔŰŊШƖĲũċǂĲĬШċŰĬШadventurous and 
not forgetting altogether that parents have necessary rules for their 
children which they trust to your care. Charlie arrived and then Ethan and 
we continued to enjoy our time as grandparents. Having boys was 
different but just as enjoyable and rewarding. When Ruby arrived it was 
like a rocket had hit us т we had to rethink a bit but things soon settled 
down and we continued to enjoy grandchildren immensely. Keir arrived to 
make up the full family and he fitted into our scheme of things just great. 
ìĲќƻĲШĤĲĲŰШũƨĦťǃШƣŸШőċƻĲШŸƨƣŔŰŊƚШċŰĬШőŸũŔĬċǃƚШƽŔƣőШŸƨƖШŊƖċŰĬĦőŔũĬƖĲŰЯШ
both with and without their parents.  

A couple of incidents to smile about т the first time we were left in charge 
of Ethan and Keir when their parents were out for the night. Chris came 
back in the house and, looking concerned, asked where Ethan and Keir 
were. They were in bed I said, I just said љŔƣќƚШĤĲĬƣŔůĲњ and they went to 
ĤĲĬЮШ ƓƓċƖĲŰƣũǃШƣőċƣШĬŔĬŰќƣШƨƚĲĬШƣŸШbe the result when he said it. 
Grandparent magic in play there you see. On the other hand Ruby has 
ĤĲĲŰШťŰŸƽŰШƣŸШƚċǃШљŊƖċŰĬċĬШũĲƣƚШůĲШĬŸШƣőċƣњШƽőĲŰШrefused something by 
her parents. Luckily they see the funny side. 

This year Robert and Zowie got married and we have adopted one of her 
daughters, Delphi, as a granddaughter. This has given us two great-
granddaughters Primrose, aged 3 and Blossom, aged 2ЮШfƣќƚШũŸƻĲũǃШƣŸШĤĲШ
involved with grandchildren again and to watch them grow. We do realise 
that we are twenty-five ǃĲċƖƚШŸũĬĲƖШŰŸƽШċŰĬШƽĲШĦċŰќƣШĬŸШƣőĲШƣőŔŰŊƚШƽĲШ
used to be able to do. Grandchildren are still magical though. 
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Matlock Farm Park т June 2011 

 
 
Matlock Farm Park т June 2011 

  

 

 
Matlock Farm 
Park т June 
2011 

 

 
Chesterfield Park т July 2011 

 

  



See me when born 
 

Being our first grandchild Natalie was always going to be so special to see 
for the first time. She looked like a china doll, having not held a small 
baby for a long time I was nervous holding her. As time went on we 
became more confident and she grew to know us well. fƣќƚШċŰШċůċǍŔŰŊШ
feeling when that bond happens between you. 

We were looking after Natalie when Ethan was born. Your mum and dad 
had bought the Glapwell house but not moved in. We three stayed there 
the nightоůŸƖŰŔŰŊШƽőĲŰШEƣőċŰШƽċƚШĤŸƖŰЮШ ċƣċũŔĲШĬŔĬŰќƣШƚĲĲůШƣőċƣШ
impressed when we told her she had a brother. I think we drove to pick up 
something in Matlock and to give mum time to rest. Ethan looked a big 
bright and lively bundle when we saw him. You could see that he was 
going to grow into a substantial boy. Ethan soon came to recognise us as 
grandparents and we enjoyed many adventures together. 

In a similar way, Natalie and Ethan were with us when Keir arrived. This 
time he and mum were at Glapwell, along with dad, when he arrived. Keir 
has given us many lovely times over the year with his gentle and caring 
attitude.  

ìĲќƻĲШĤĲĲŰШƖĲċũũǃШƓũĲċƚĲĬШċŰĬШƓƖŸƨĬШƣŸШĤĲШċƚƚŸĦŔċƣĲĬШƽŔƣőШċũũШŸƨƖШ
grandchildren. ÑőĲǃќƻĲШċũũШƚőċƖĲĬШĲǂƓĲƖŔĲŰĦĲƚШċŰĬШũŸƻĲШƽŔƣőШƨƚЯШŉŸƖШƽőŔĦőШ
ƽĲќƖĲШŊƖċƣĲŉƨũЮ 

 

  



Pics  

 
Family photo at Renishaw Hall 

 
Natalie with Ethan 

 
Ethan and Keir (with Grandma) at 
]ƨũũŔƻĲƖќƚШuŔŰŊĬŸůЯШ~ċƣũŸĦťЮ 

 

 
Keir in a den 
őĲќĬШĤƨŔũƣШċƣШ

Conkers.  
And doing the 
barefoot trail.. 

 

 
Natalie reading her favourite 

numbers book. 
 

Ethan, Queens Park, Chesterfield 
  



Characteristics from other family members 
This is a difficult one as most people are a mix of characteristics from the 
parents and grandparents. You also change in looks and characteristics 
as you grow and as you mature so any comments can only be a snapshot.  

Natalie did start off with a look of her dad. I remember taking her for face 
painting when she was about three and the resulting tiger face was 
recognisaĤũĲШċƚШőĲƖШĬċĬќƚЮШShe fairly quickly morphed into looking more 
like her mum and this continued through childhood into an adult. 
Mannerisms and speech also mirrored őĲƖШůƨůќƚШƚƣǃũĲ and 
characteristics. This did continue for a long while but I notice more now 
that Natalie is her own person and her looks, attitude, style and 
confidence are all her own. She keeps herself to herself but things have 
certainly changed.  

Ethan arrived with looks and attitude of his dad. During his younger years 
he ƚĲĲůĲĬШƣŸШƣċťĲШŸŰШőŔƚШĬċĬќƚШƓĲƖƚŸŰċ. His attitude to life in general was 
one that showed he was going to live it to the full. cĲШƽċƚШċũƽċǃƚШљŸƨƣШ
ƣőĲƖĲњШĤĲŔŰŊШEƣőċŰШċŰĬШŰŸƣőŔŰŊШƽċƚШŊŸŔŰŊШƣŸШŊĲƣШŔŰШőŔƚШƽċǃЮШ ƚШőĲќƚШŊŸƣШċШ
ũŔƣƣũĲШŸũĬĲƖШfШƣőŔŰťШőĲќƚШŉŸƨŰĬШƣőċƣШƣőĲƚĲШĦőċƖċĦƣĲƖŔƚƣŔĦƚШĬŸŰќƣШċũƽċǃƚШŊŔƻĲШ
him the best results or the results that he wanted / expected. As he 
reassesses ũŔŉĲШfШƣőŔŰťШőĲќƚШƓŔĦťŔŰŊШƣőĲШĤĲƚƣШŸŉШĤŸƣőШőŔƚШƓċƖĲŰƣƚЮШcŸpefully 
this will see him through without him losing that љŊŸШŉŸƖШŔƣњШċƣƣŔƣƨĬĲШőĲШ
started with.  

Keir was more gentle in his attitude to others and to life in general. His 
early ǃĲċƖƚШƖĲŉũĲĦƣĲĬШůŸƖĲШőŔƚШůŸƣőĲƖќƚШcharacteristics. He was caring 
and considerate. This ĬŔĬŰќƣШůĲċŰШƣőċƣШőĲШƽċƚŰќƣШĬĲƣĲƖůŔŰĲĬШƣŸШċĦőŔeve 
what he wanted to achieve. Keir would always research his facts in detail, 
for example his encyclopaedic knowledge of dinosaurs. Once he had the 
facts he was confident in portraying them to others.  Where was that 
from? Maybe both parents т mum would take in information and 
purposefully yet quietly make her mark, dad would persuasively stand his 
ground in any discussion. Recent discussions with Keir have shown that 
he has found himself in that he has a fully reasoned way forward for his 
life.    



pics 

 
May 2007 

 
Great Nan Etchells at her 90th 

birthday party in 2007. Charlie is 
on the left, Natalie is holding 
Ruby. The others are Carl, my 

ŰĲƓőĲƽќƚ, children. 

  
Natalie and Ethan feeding the 
mountain goats at White Post 

Farm October 2007. 
 

 
Hodsock Priory Snowdrops visit 

(plus cake!) February 2010 
 

  



 

In what ways similar or different to mum and dad 
 

fШƣőŔŰťШfќƻĲШĦŸƻĲƖĲĬШƣőŔƚШin the last question. I do think that everyone; 
Natalie, Ethan and Keir, have characteristics drawn from many sources. 
ÑőŔƚШŔƚШůċŔŰũǃШŉƖŸůШƣőĲŔƖШƓċƖĲŰƣƚШŸŉШĦŸƨƖƚĲЯШfќĬШũŔťĲШƣŸШƣőŔŰťШƣőċƣШƣőĲǃШůċǃШ
őċƻĲШƣċťĲŰШƣőĲШŸĬĬШŔĬĲċШŉƖŸůШƽőċƣШƣőĲǃќƻĲШƚĲĲŰШŸŉШůĲЮШ 

 

 

  



Pics 

 
Keir enjoyed his solo visit to Matlock Farm Park in May 2010. This was 

ŸŰĲШŸŉШőŔƚШůċŰǃШљŸŰĲШmore last timeњШċƖŸƨŰĬШƣőĲШƣƖċĦťЮ 
 

 
Nottingham Beach т August 2011 

 



Favourite memories of time together.  
 

Well, where do you start with this? xĲƣќƚШƚƣċƖƣШŔŰШƣőĲШůŔĬĬũĲЮ 

Although we did go earlier with your mum and dad, we all went to Butlins 
together some time later. That was a great time (well, apart maybe from 
the midnight trip to the hospital!). Each person played their part in making 
sure we all had a good time and each person took responsibility for 
themselves and their interaction to make sure the group worked.  

Early memories т well first holding each baby in turn. Obviously a bit 
nervous with Natalie as the first grandchild but she was very calm and 
accommodating and so that set us up for more to come.  

Specifically т I can remember taking Natalie to a country fair. We sat on 
the grass watching Punch and Judy and she peeped over my shoulders to 
watch. We enjoyed a holiday with Natalie and mum in Cornwall and had 
some magical moments.   

Ethan т we visited White Post Farm and Wheelgate with Ethan and Natalie 
and he was his usual enthusiastic self, taking on all the activities. He 
ůċǃĤĲШĬŔĬŰќƣШĲŰŢŸǃШŊĲƣƣŔŰŊШũŸƚƣШŔŰШƣőĲШůċǍĲШƣőŸƨŊő - oops.  

Keir came with us to Conkers near Leicester and he challenged himself 
on everything. He made a wooden scooter, went on the adult climbing 
course and insisted on going through the foot sensory trail even though it 
was cold and wet. He came out thinking his feet were hot when in fact 
they were frozen cold.  

 

  



Pics 

 
Twycross Zoo, August 2010 

 
A thoughtful moment, August 

2010 

 
]ƖċŰĬůċќƚШΣΜth Birthday, 

November 2010. With Natalie, 
Charlie and Ruby and Great 

Grandma Raisen 

 
Crich tramway museum, February 

2011ЮШEƣőċŰШċŰĬШuĲŔƖШљŰĲċƖũǃњШ
enjoying themselves. 

 

  



Describe what you like about me. 
 

ÑőŔƚШŔƚШĬŔŉŉŔĦƨũƣЯШŰŸƣШĤĲĦċƨƚĲШƣőĲƖĲШŔƚŰќƣШċŰǃƣőŔŰŊЯШĤƨƣШƽőĲƖĲШĬŸШǃŸƨШƚƣċƖƣе 

I liked the acceptance you made of me being Grandad. The grandchildren 
and grandparent relationship is special т ŉŔƖƚƣũǃШĤĲĦċƨƚĲШŔƣќƚШŰŸƣШa child 
and parent relationship. Although there is a need to be protective of the 
ŊƖċŰĬĦőŔũĬШƚŸШƣőċƣШƣőĲǃШĬŸŰќƣШĦŸůĲШƣŸШċŰǃШőċƖůШƣőĲƖĲШŔƚШċ level of relaxed 
freedom from rules and regulations that parents might feel obliged to 
guide their children with. So т thanks for being grandchildren, I like that. I 
think we all enjoyed our time together on that basis т I know I did.  

ÑőĲШƣőƖĲĲШŸŉШǃŸƨШƽĲƖĲоċƖĲШĬŔŉŉĲƖĲŰƣШċŰĬШƣőċƣќƚШŊŸŸĬЮШfƣШĬŸĲƚЯШƣőŸƨŊőЯШůċťĲШ
picking out things I like more difficult as there is no comparison.  

In Natalie I like her quiet thoughtfulness and the loving trust she showed 
when we were together. fќůШőŸŰŸƨƖĲĬШƣŸШőċƻĲШƖĲĦĲŔƻĲĬШƣőċƣШŉƖŸůШőĲƖЮШ
Even from an early age Natalie knew our relationship was solid and as 
time has gone on I feel that has continued. љxŔƣƣũĲњШ ċƣċũŔĲШƽŸƨũĬШƨƚĲШůĲШ
as a physical shield against the world т she now has her own strength and 
fќůШƓũĲċƚĲĬШƣŸШőċƻĲШőċĬШċШũŔƣƣũĲШƓċƖƣШŔŰШĬĲƻĲũŸƓŔŰŊШƣőċƣЮШ 

When I think of a young Ethan I think of someone ready to tackle whatever 
was thrown at him with gusto. Never half measures with Ethan. 
ÉŸůĲƣŔůĲƚШőĲќĬШŊŸШċŰĬШƚĲċƖĦőШŔƣШŸƨƣЮШcĲШƽċƚШŰĲƻĲƖШŸŰĲШƣŸШthink through 
the consequences т I say that as a compliment to his adventurous nature 
but sometimes it caught him out. ƚШőĲќƚШŊƖŸƽŰШfШŉĲĲũШőĲќƚШĤĲŊŔŰŰŔŰŊШƣŸШ
find that sometime subtle is just as powerful away forward but I like his 
ũĲƣќƚ-do-it attitude.  

uĲŔƖШŔƚШƓĲƖőċƓƚШƣőĲШůŸƚƣШũŔťĲШůĲШƚŸШŔƣќƚШĬŔŉŉŔĦƨũƣШƣŸШĦŸůůĲŰƣ objectively. 
Some people think that being quiet is a weakness but often watching the 
mad world go by is a great way of learning т waiting for the correct time 
and place to contribute, rather than just saying something for the sake of 
it. This is a rare skill. Keir has this skill. It was clear in his dinosaur days 
ƽőĲŰЯШŸŰШŸƨƖШŸƨƣŔŰŊƚЯШőĲќĬШĦŸƖƖĲĦƣ the information on a label here and 
there. HeќƚШalso shown recently with his extensive thoughts on Japan. 



Pics 

 
Hunting ladybirds, February 2012 at 

Rushcliffe Country Park 

 
Rushcliffe Country Park, Feb 

2012 

 
Ethan and Grandma, Wheelgate Park 

2012 

 
Keir and Grandad, Wheelgate 

Park 2012 

 
Natalie Twin Lakes, June 2006 

 
Natalie Twin Lakes, June 2006 

 

  



 Is there anything you would change about me? 
 

This is easy т No! 

fќůШċШŊƖĲċƣШĦƖŔƣŔĦШŸŉШůŸĬĲƖŰШƚŸĦŔĲƣǃШƽőĲƖĲШċũũШƣőċƣШƽĲШĲǂĦĲũ in is 
mediocrity. In my day (!?) competition and excellence were good 
qualitiesЯШĲƻĲƖǃŸŰĲШƽċƚŰќƣШĲǂƓĲĦƣĲĬШƣŸШċĦőŔĲƻĲШƣőĲШƚċůĲЯШċũƣőŸƨŊőШƣőĲШ
opportunities were there for everyone to try.  

EƕƨċũШŸƓƓŸƖƣƨŰŔƣǃШŔƚШƚŸůĲƣőŔŰŊШƣőċƣШfќĬШŉŔŊőƣШŉŸƖШċŰĬШŸŉƣĲŰШĬŔĬШŔŰШůǃШƣŔůĲШ
as a trade union officer. Making sure members of our family and friends 
had opportunities too. But, and a big but, I recognise that everyone has 
ĬŔŉŉĲƖĲŰƣШƚťŔũũƚШċŰĬШƕƨċũŔƣŔĲƚШƽőŔĦőШƽĲШƚőŸƨũĬШŰƨƖƣƨƖĲЮШìĲШƚőŸƨũĬŰќƣШĤĲШ
aiming to produce carbon-copy humans. Sorry т ċШƓĲƣШƚƨĤŢĲĦƣШв 

The answer is a clear No т be proud of yourselves, keep your individual 
characteristics, ƽŸƖťШƽŔƣőШƽőċƣШǃŸƨќƻĲШŊŸƣШand ĬŸŰќƣШƣƖǃШƣŸШĤĲШƣőĲШƚċůĲШċƚШ
anybody/everybody else.  
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Oct 2015 

 
Oct 2015 

 

 
 

Christmas 2003 

 
Sept 2003 

 

  


